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Editorial Note 


It would be an understate- 
ment to say that the events of 
this 2002-2003 school year 
were lacking in importance. 
Soon after the freshmen be- 
gan their college careers came 
the first year anniversary of 
September nth. Several 
months later, the United 
States would go on to wage 
war with Iraq, for reasons and 
outcomes still undefined. In 
the Honors Program good 
news was received that the 
Honors Director’s seat had 
finally been filled. Students 
from campus successfully pro- 
duced two student organized 
plays, The Vagina Monologues 
and The Colored Museum. And 
in liteary and pop culture 
news, the late writer, Virginia 
Woolf, made a comeback. 


As the academic year comes 
to a close what else do we 
have to encounter? The front 
and back covers of this issue 
of Femmes depict a student 
looking unto the never-end- 
ing horizon of the sea. She 
represents all of us. Each 
student’s future at The Col- 
lege of New Rochelle has yet 
to be written. All that is 
known is each path taken will 
have its ups or downs. While 
happiness and success are al- 
ways positive aspects in life, 
how will she live through and 
overcome its dire elements? 

Femmes has opened its pages 
to encourage students and 
faculty of the Honors Pro- 
gram to answer, or at least re- 
flect upon this inquiry Sev- 
eral themes in this issue will 


delve into the experience and 
comprehension of life’s jour- 
ney, feelings of uncertainty 
during rough times, question- 
ing one’s own judgement, and 
finding the light at the end of 
the tunnel. As you turn the 
pages in this issue of Femmes, 
may you open your minds and 
end the school year in a 
thoughtful manner. 



dioOt <Ss^ < 



- Laura and Kathryn 
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Just Not < Ave(R‘A§e 

Lacy- Ann Landell 


Maybe it was because it was 
the culture in my country, 
maybe it was because compe- 
tition was a major part of my 
life and I didn’t like to lose, 
maybe it was because I had a 
family that always pushed me 
to reach my fullest potential, 
or maybe it could just be that 
all my life I have heard daily 
in some way, shape, or form, 
“Only the best is good 
enough.” 

The first thing people ask 
me when they find out I’m 
only fifteen and attending col- 
lege is, “How did you pull that 
off?” I went to school in Ja- 
maica from age two until I 
was fourteen. I finished el- 
ementary school when I was 
eleven years old, after the fifth 
grade. Unlike the American 
school system, there is no Jun- 
ior High in Jamaica and I left 
fifth grade and began seventh 
grade in high school. I did 
three years of high school and 
then migrated to the United 
States. Upon entering the 
school system here, I was 
given three New York State 
Regents Exams as placement 
tests in English, Biology, and 
Mathematics. I did very well 
on those exams and was 
placed in the twelfth grade. 


Suddenly I was no longer just 
smart, now to everyone else I 
was a genius, yet, as far as I 
was concerned, nothing had 
changed. Being younger 
didn’t give me an excuse to 
slack off; instead it gave me 
added responsibility. Now I 
had to prove that I deserved 
to be where I was and I felt 
like all eyes were on me, just 
waiting for me to slip up. 



birthday on April zy, 2005. 

photo: K. Tyranski 

“Only the best 

is GOOD 

enough” 


Spring 2003 


Now I’m in college and the 
pressure is still there. I just 
always had to be above aver- 
age. I couldn’t just be your 
average Honors Student. I 
had to be a fifteen-year-old 
Honors Student. However, 
being a fifteen-year-old col- 
lege student does have its ad- 
vantages. Many people help 
to push me the extra mile so 
I can succeed, and a big plus 
is that I will enter medical 
school at nineteen-years-old. 
That is awesome. But with 
joy must come pain. Some- 
times I feel that people might 
look down on me because I 
am younger, and I don’t like 
to be treated differently, espe- 
cially because of something I 
can’t control. Why should I 
be penalized for always trying 
my best? 

I know that a lot of people 
see me as atypical even if they 
don’t treat me in that manner. 
To everyone outside I may be 
different, for me, being a fif- 
teen-year-old college student 
is just another A+, another ac- 
complishment. Anyone can 
do it if they work hard 
enough; if they want it 
enough; if they always believe 
that, “Only their best is good 
enough.” 
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Success In Salt Lake City 


Kathryn 'iyranski & Samantha 'Young 

As we stepped off the plane after flying seven 
hours with a short layover in-between two 
flights with stiff and aching joints, we felt a 
shiver of anticipation, but we weren’t sure for 
what. The reason: Salt Lake City and the 37 th 
Annual Conference of the National Collegiate 
Honors Council (NCHC). 

Four students attended the conference in 
Utah as representatives of CNR’s SAS Honors 
Program: Laura Wiltshire (’03), Jennifer 
Pinheiro (’04), Samantha Young (’05), and 
Kathryn Tyranski (’06). The conference lasted 
for five days, October 30 - November 3, and 
consisted of various workshops and presenta- 
tions made by students and faculty alike from 
honors programs across the nation. Students 
were given the choice to attend presentations 
and workshops they thought would apply to 
the specific needs of their Honors Program. 

Our group not only attended workshops, but 
collaborated and presented two workshops of 
our own. The first, called an Idea Exchange, 
dealt with the Freshmen Honors Orientation 
led by us, Samantha and Kathryn. The pre- 
sentation was fairly successful, lasting about 
an hour and a half. At least 35 people attended 
the presentation. The second workshop, led 
by Laura and Jennifer focused on the search 
for an honors director. This presentation was 
an intimate discussion between both students 
and faculty concentrating on specific search 
orientated questions. Overall, both programs 
were great successes. 

Once in Salt Lake City it was smooth sailing, 
but beforehand much detailed planning was 
needed for our cross-country expedition. Se- 
nior Laura Wiltshire took care of organizing 
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(Left to right) Laura Wiltshire ‘03, Samantha 
Young ‘03, Dr. Anne Raia, Jennifer Pinheiro ‘04, 
& Kathryn Tyranski ‘06 in Salt Lake City, Utah. 


the trip from paperwork to presentations to 
flight times and tickets. Accompanying the 
students on the conference was Dr. Anne Raia, 
founder of CNR’s Honors Program and cur- 
rent Classics Associate Professor. Dr. Raia was 
an intricate part of the workshop for the di- 
rector search. The conference wasn’t all work 
and no play — the students got the opportunity 
to visit the Great Salt Lake, the State Capitol 
Building, and the Church of Jesus Christ and 
Latter Day Saints founded by the Mormons. 

The Salt Lake Conference opened up our 
eyes as to how equipped our own Honors Pro- 
gram is on the national scale. The presenta- 
tions our group held brought visitors from all 
over the country asking us questions as to how 
to conduct a successful director search and 
freshmen orientation program. As CNR’s 
Honors Program looks to the future, we wel- 
come a new director in the fall, as well as the 
class of 2007. May the same acheivements be 
celebrated and exceeded at the 38th Annual 
Conference of the National Collegiate Hon- 
ors Council in Chicago with great success. 
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The “Unforgiveness” Backstabber? 

Cindy Bastien 


What do you do when the per- 
son who can stop your tears from 
falling is the one who made you 
cry? 

We’ve all been there some 
time or another. And if you 
have not, you will someday 
because contrary to popular 
belief, life is fair! To put it in 
Biblical terms, it rains on the 
just and the unjust. However, 
my question is, what do you 
do? What do you do when the 
person who is supposed to 
“have your back” stabs you in- 
stead? 

I could tell you what I did. I 
clung to the hurt and let an- 
ger and resentment have a 
free run because I was “justi- 
fied.” After all what did you 
expect? That I’d turn the 
other cheek? Well, technically 
it’s what I am supposed to do, 
but as we all know it’s not 
what usually happens. There 
were the long pity sessions 
and complaints of the wrongs 


done and the “how could you 
this” but then suddenly I was 
no longer in the right, but in 
the wrong. Unforgiveness, 
which had been my friend so 
long, turned on me and be- 
came my enemy What hap- 
pened? 

“...I had to let some 
things go. Not for the 
benefit of anyone else 

but myself:’ 


Well, for those of us who are 
on a journey of self-fulfill- 
ment and self-development 
our internal indicators (for 
some, the conscience) signal 
that growth is being retarded. 
For me, it was the realization 
that I had begun to do what 
was done to me. I was now 
the one causing the pain, the 
very thing I had condemned! 
I was on the other end of the 


unforgiveness! I wasn’t the 
same person anymore. My 
rules of living were being 
threatened by this sneaky 
unforgiveness, which had sub- 
tly turned everything on me. 
I was no longer a free spirit. 
I was being backstabbed by 
unforgiveness! What did I 
do? 

No, I didn’t put myself in 
the position to get hurt again 
and I don’t think I ever will. 
Nor should you. However I 
realized that in order for me 
to continue moving towards 
that light at the end of my 
tunnel, in other words to be- 
come the person I was cre- 
ated to be, I had to let some 
things go. Not for the benefit 
of anyone else, but myself It 
is hard but chalk it up as a 
learning experience as I did. 
Life is fair but it does go on. 
Do not let yourself remain 
stagnant in the grip of the 
unforgiveness backstabber. 


Shirley DelValle (left) and 
Rowelmina Torotoro (right) dem- 
onstrate the sneakiness of the 
“unforgiveness ” backstabber. 

photo: K. Tyranski 
clipart: www.nickels.com 
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Re-Hydration of Liquid Life 

Alana Ruptak 


Life as water. Our surroundings, our forever hap- 
penings take the shape of an evolving balloon of wa- 
ter, no containment. Afloat on itself, suspended into and 
in nothing. Bulbous forever floating near us, over us, 
encasing us in liquid. Sometimes heavy and thick, some- 
times hot, steam rising cool and flowing. We drown. 
The liquid life fills our lungs, the liquid captures us in 
a soft cage. Forever changing prison bars; we can not 
resurface. The liquid fills our cavities of our lives, the 
empty holes left by time and old friends. The water 
dances onto old habits, seeps into misplaces phrases, 
slides between overused metaphors. Filling the obvi- 
ous and unseen alike. Filling the mundane and glori- 
ous alike. 

A clear vision: 

I distance myself. In my water floats broken hearts, 
the water in close contact is stained red diluted to thin 
consistency. Pages float like leaves on a stream, their 
words like leaf lines. The water is clear; muck has dis- 
appeared or at least settled to the bottom. In my water 
floats pencils, pens, torn jeans, shoes with soles worn 
through, there are many photographs but all the faces 
have been worn away by the flapping tides. There 
floats a pair of glass eyes and old candy wrappers, cot- 
ton white sheets, and pieces of my hair. The waters are 
constantly stirred and sent into whirlpools by each new 
encounter. Each “hello”, each relationship, sometimes 
no matter how old, changes the waters makeup, its den- 
sity is forever impacted; never to return to what it once 
was moments before. 

Sometimes the waters are rough. Balloon implodes, 
explodes, it takes on fast moving fast changing con- 
cave and convex shapes. Its splash sendingdroplets into 
eternity. The small waters (mismatched and unat- 



tached moments) are dispersed into a million varying 
directions unable to be recollected, reformed into a 
whole. Residue is everywhere. Particles are disembod- 
ied and the cells of what constitute a life are strewn. 
Waters mix. My water drifts casually in and out in 
and out of his, more permanently into hers. Our liq- 
uids converge, what was once me slowly seeps to be- 
long to so much more. 

The tides drip. Sometimes like a loaded faucet. 

A loaded faucet. Drip. ..drip. ..drip. ..drain... 
Most people twist the handle with a strong de- 
termined fist, their palm begins to sweat as the 
sound of rushing water becomes audible. A few 
drops, maybe a glassful: the fist weakens, the 
handle turns. Pipes clank. Drip. ..drip. ..my wa- 
ters are wasted. I wonder why no one has ever 
wanted to drink themselves to death? 

And then they come. Mouth dry, heart and 
supplying veins dehydrated. Their structure is 
beginning to crack, to chip away. (Picture peel- 
ing paint falling to the floor.) Hands do not sweat 
as ears fill with the sound that for has been wait- 
ing to be released. The handle is turned more 
and then, released. This liquid life pours out of 
me, unstopping. Hand is placed at the center of 
my rushing stream, the water passes over but 

Continued on page 25 
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Life’s Shifting Currents 

Emily D. Williams 


As life moves in shifting currents of turbu- 
lent chaos and peaceful order I find myself per- 
plexed, bound and divided, in the midst of the 
two extremes as I strive to reach a balance. 
Times of destruction, war, pain, sorrow, and 
decay intersect with the onset...a sense of... 
peace, hope, 
reconstruc- 
tion, healing, 
and joy. The 
paradoxical re- 
lationship that 
exists between 
the turbulent, 
chaotic and 
tranquil, or- 
derly informs 
our lives and 
our develop- 
ment as human beings. 

At first glance, the connection between the 
two cannot be seen, if not hardly compre- 
hended. The awareness and understanding is 
a process that evolves over time and through 
experience. In the face of violence we must 
believe in peace and strive towards it. In the 
face of pain and sorrow we must believe in our 
ability to heal, and to overcome our obstacles. 
Shift. ..Shifting.. .In the face of peace and or- 
der we must remain aware of the possibility of 
chaos, and be prepared for struggle to arise. 
Knocking at our doors come the warning 


sounds, the loud, incessant clamor of the 
sirens.. ..the fear, the chaos, the violence, the 
destruction, the wounds, the struggle come 
knocking... knocking.... Reverberating in our 
minds. ..occupying every corner of mental 
space and transfers to physical space ... 

Shift... 
Shifting... 
Knocking at 
our doors 
come the 
pleasant mu- 
sic that 
greets bitter 
sweetly with 
....the joy, the 
peace, the 
anticipation, 
the excite- 
ment, the healing, the tears of bliss, the laugh- 
ter... reverberating in our minds... delight and 
gratitude consume us.... Light is shed on the 
darkness and brutality of human life and our 
perspective of the world changes as we undergo 
a metamorphoses.... and emerge transformed 
by what we have witnessed and experienced in 
the world. 

Looking outward we must look simulta- 
neously inward, making sure to investigate the 
depths of our personal feelings and responses 
to what occurs in the world around us. 
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Gettysburg is Not a Thing of the Past 

Laura Wiltshire 


Most students deem academic conferences as long 
and boring assemblies. Due to this assumption most 
students are not ready to sign up to go on one. Hav- 
ing to organize two of them myself it’s not so easy to 
recruit people. Let me tell you though, conferences 
are not that bad, or at least not the National Colle- 
giate Honors Council (NCHC) Conference. Mind 
you this is not an attempt to brainwash you, “Boys.” 
Neither am I trying to bribe you with “leadership 
credit. ” Rather my article will share my recent and 
last experience at this conference. 

I headed towards Gettysburg, PA not know- 
ing what lay ahead for our nation. It was March 
28th and our troops had just initiated battle 
with Iraq. Putting this thought aside for the 
time being, Ria Morrison, Jennifer Pinheiro, 
Sharon Matthie, and Judith Jeremie would 
come along with me to learn about the bloodi- 
est battle in the United States at this years 
North Eastern-National Collegiate Honors 
Council. Most importantly, we would gain a 
new perspective of the United States’ present 
war by comparing it to its own Civil War. 

Heading towards the Eisenhower Inn in 
Gettysburg, to register, we passed several miles 
of completely long, dark roads. The only 
source of light was emitted from Sharon’s and 
my car. Time passed by slowly. We were 
scared; fearing that something would pop out 
from the dark. Erie wooden fences and on ei- 
ther side of the road was the only barrier that 
protected us from the sea of darkness. To our 
surprise, we discovered that what was embed- 
ded within this space of darkness was the 
battlefields of the U.S. Civil War. The follow- 
ing day the group walked through the fields 
during the Battlefield-as-Text Program, a site 
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seeing activity sponsored by the Conference, 
and took in this piece of history. 

Hundreds of men found and lost their lives 
on these fields for many reasons, whereas I 
thought to be only one, slavery. These soldiers 
fought in regard to the economy, regional pride, 
to earn a source of income, to protect a way of 
life, fear of Negros, freedom, human rights, 
unification, and separatism. The soldiers were 
not only killing their enemies, but it turns out 
that some of the opposing forces could have 
been a soldier’s friend, father, son, or brother. 

What struck me the most were the similari- 
ties between the U.S. Civil War and our present 
war with Iraq. Though our nation is fighting 
another country, we are killing our fellow hu- 
man beings. Some of the reasons for war are 
common human rights, economy, and regional 
pride. Even the way U.S. civilians view today’s 
war is similar. Whereas during the Civil War, 
civilians literally watched battles live from a 
distance while eating their meals, Americans 
today do the same through live news broad- 
casts. 

Though a little over a hundred and fifty years 
have passed since the U.S. Civil War ended, its 
wounds are expecially ingrained in the South. 
Lynching was an excuse for justice. Racism, 
social serparatism, and hate groups still exist, 
and the Confederate Flag continues to wave 
as a source of pride for some Southerners, and 
as a reminder of racism for others. How the 
current war with Iraq will end is still unknown? 
What will be the consequence of our actions 
with Iraq? As far as I know it will be a struggle, 
and unfortunately history will apparently re- 
peat itself again. 
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The Light and Tunnel Crowd: 
Life After Whatever 



Dr. Nick Smart 

Oh yes, my friend, go into the 
light. 

As a professor at the liberal 
arts college I attended told the 
Seniors in an emotional lecture 
delivered each spring, “the road 
turns and I stay” 

There is a bigger world out 
there. So, senior, graduate, 
soon-to-be alum, are you and 
the world ready to meet? 

Thank goodness for intern- 
ships. 

It may have been the movie 
Reality Bites (can you say real- 
ity in Femmes d’Esprit ?) that re- 
minded us of the need for a lib- 
eral arts graduate take a deep 
breath before making that 
transition from pastoral cam- 
pus and quad ringing with 
laughter to the sidewalks of a 
city and an elevator ringing on 
a floor where a cubicle sits with 
her name on it. As worksta- 
tions outmoded offices, the 
prospect of a long career gave 
way to the insistence (why were 
the insistent ones so thrilled 
about this?) that American 
work lives would be lead on a 
conveyor belt taking citizens 
from job to job as the tech- 
driven economy reinvented 
work and wealth every single 
day Those poor kids who had 
spent their college years read- 
ing Homer in Greek were go- 


ing to need some time to catch 
up. 

At first the new world order 
(order by phone; order online!) 
seemed to be pretty sweet, but 
as it turns out, nobody’s expec- 
tations were met. The Presi- 
dent in those Reality Bites days 
was a bit of a populist (witness 
the fact that black people from 
average workers interviewed in 
the paper to Chris Rock to 
Toni Morrison felt kinship 
with the him, especially when 
he was censured for acts im- 
moral). 

These were heady times, and 
many Americans were truly — 
if naively — happier than they 
had been in the eighties when 
the trickle never came down 
and the deficit put a big 
squeeze on middle class and 
working poor folk. What gov- 
ernment seemed to do in the 
nineties, whatever its short- 
comings, is manage to make 
lots of people feel represented. 
I wonder what relation that 
ethos of inclusion had upon 
pedagogical strategies that rec- 
ognize multiple intelligences, 
diverse learning styles, and 
deconstruct the difference be- 
tween the professor and the 
student in an attempt to pro- 
mote more vigorous exchange. 

We all took fruit from that 


compassionate tree, and it was 
good. Of course, some of it was 
forbidden. So, boy howdy, the 
next President would have to 
have an accurate moral com- 
pass that he might lead us all 
in expiation of the other guy’s 
unoriginal sins. 

Who wouldn’t be grateful for 
a working moral compass? But 
is it the only instrument by 
which we can fly? Think of the 
turbulence of the moment. 
The war is over but the peace 
feels ominous. America is not 
yet again a good bet. Unem- 
ployment is underestimated at 
5.8%, still much higher than it 
has been in years; the deficit 
wiped out in the nineties is 
back with a vengeance, and let’s 
ask the economists of the new 
world work place if that is hav- 
ing any drag on our national fi- 
nancial health. What looked 
like an ever-expanding bubble 
of prosperity that we wouldn’t 
have to work too hard to enjoy 
popped well before the World 
Trade Center was knocked 
down. Ideas shrunk before 
budgets did. Something went 
wrong and we haven’t named it. 

But how unpatriotic to com- 
plain at all, when we as nation 
have been so tested, so threat- 
ened, and have triumphed. We 
have gotten up off the mat to 
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show the world that we don’t 
like being pushed around, and 
are determined to say so in one 
clear voice. How divisive to 
claim there are problems 
within when clearly what 
threatens us all is the alien — 
the terrorist, the moral choices 
of those outside of the main- 
stream, the French in all forms. 

I’m writing this on Sunday 
the 27 th of April, and today’s 
New York Times (I know, I know, 
liberal rag) ran a story about an 
activist whose arrest records go 
back to the sixties (including 
getting caught holding a bag 
five-hundred pounds full of 
peyote buttons). Recently this 
fellow was arrested for leaving 
the “free-speech zone” at an 
airport in South Carolina when 
the President came to town. 
Demonstrators in support of 
the war were not arrested for 
straying out of the free speech 
zone. Speech can be regulated 
even in public spaces, the gov- 
ernment argues, especially 
when the President is coming 
to town and the guy holding a 
“No War for Oil” sign has a 
drug bust (later dismissed) on 
his record and a retro pony tail 
down his back. Fashion always 
tells. 

It’s rare that a demonstrator 
is prosecuted for trespassing on 


public land (the land of the 
free..), but this guy in the pa- 
per doesn’t really look or sound 
like twenty-first century 
America, so to what identity is 
he clinging when he insists dis- 
sent is within his patriotic right 
and duty? His speech, the gov- 
ernment holds, is not only not 
what we mean when we call 
speech free, but is in fact 
speech that must be punished. 

Now that’s a biting reality. 
That’s a tunnel at the end of 
the light. 

The Honors Program found 
itself in a long tunnel — just in 
the sense of a passage from 
place to place — as the search 
for a new director proceeded 
with patience. But, as the Con- 
ference Day last week made 
clear, this passage did not cost 
the program its vitality or its 
ability to recognize excellence. 
There were a couple of bumpy 
patches on the road though, as 
the program was jostled a bit 
when many of its students and 
some of the faculty (including 
this one) who have been teach- 
ing in the program associated 
themselves with The Vagina 
Monologues and V-Day, a 
Women’s History Month activ- 
ity designed to bring attention 
to the problem of sexual vio- 
lence against women. That this 


vehicle was deemed inappro- 
priate by The College of New 
Rochelle is something I under- 
stand. That participation in V- 
Day was for noble reasons a 
matter of importance to stu- 
dents I also understand. I want 
to understand as many points 
of view as there are. I call it 
learning. 

I have learned great things in 
the Honors Program, where 
times are changing. Students, 
and in some cases faculty, 
whose sympathy for the ex- 
pression of identity in The Va- 
gina Monologues and the last is- 
sue of Femmes was a matter of 
public record will not be 
prominent in the shaping of 
the Honors Program when a 
new director comes to campus 
next fall. 

The new director of the Hon- 
ors Program, on her very suc- 
cessful visit to campus earlier 
this year, focused on the 
Mexico City Olympics of 1968 
to teach us about the power of 
gesture, of protest, of the spirit 
of progress. On that day in 
1968 a black fist was raised in 
the place of a hand placed over 
the heart while the Star 
Spangled Banner played tribute 
to American gold. The coun- 
try was left in shock and awe. 

I don’t think there are many 
Continued on page 19 
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“FREE AT LAST. FREE AT LAST THANK 


The following are reflections from five students in the Class of 2003 on their 
experiences in the Honors Program at CNR and sentiments on graduation. 



( Left to right) Laura Wilitshire, Cara West, 
Ria Morrison, if Odessa Davis 


photo: S. Matthie 


“I must admit that most of my college experience has not been an 
enjoyable one. I would tell those around me that I regretted coming 
to this college. Now in my final semester, I’ve come to realize that 
there were some highlights of my college career, and those are due to 
being a part of the Honors Program. I have met some of the illest 
girls, who have become my really good friends. I enjoyed my West- 
ern Ideologies and the first half of my NY Metropolis Colloquium 
class. These classes allowed me to analyze my work and myself in a 
whole new way. (Word up to Descartes.) And of course my last NE- 
NCHC Conference is one of the best experiences that I’ve had with any group of students. 
(Judi, Ria, Sharon, and Pinny we’ll always have Gettysburg. See you at Wal-Mart next year.) 
It is not until you have finished something that one realizes how much is taken for granted. 
It has taken a lot for me reach a positive point in my college career, but I’ve gotten there. 
Congratulations to the Class of 2003.” 



— Laura Wiltshire 
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GOD ALMIGHTLY I’M FREE AT LAST!!!!!!” 

— Laura Cook’s inspirational quote by Dr. Martin Luther King 



Ria Morrison 


“Throughout my four years 
at The College of New Roch- 
elle, I was privileged to be a 
part of the Honors program. 
I am glad that I got the op- 
portunity to be in classes with 
some of the brightest stu- 
dents of the institution. My 
experiences during those 
years are filled with lots of 
memories and getting to meet 
and know different individu- 
als. By far my greatest expe- 
rience was being one of the 
representatives at the North- 
eastern Region National Col- 


legiate Honors Council 
Spring 2003 Conference. I 
encourage each and every one 
of my fellow Honors students 
to participate in at least one 
of the Honors Council Con- 
ferences because it allows you 
to get the full Honors experi- 
ence. My only regret was that 
I waited until my last semes- 
ter to attend a conference, but 
maybe I saved the best for 
last. 

I am confident that 
the education and life lessons 
learned at college will enable 
me to compete successfully in 
corporate America, and I will 
always remember where I be- 
gan my studies, The College 
of New Rochelle. After 
graduation I plan on working 
and then returning to Gradu- 
ate School in a year to get my 
MBA degree.” 

— Ria Morrison 



Cara West 


“College went by so quickly. 
One minute I was complain- 
ing that it seemed like it 
would never end. Everyone 
told me that I could do if I 
just “apply myself.” I had my 
doubts, but before I knew it, 
I was talking about my up- 
coming graduation. These 
past four years have often 
been a scary experience. 
However, the time is almost 
here for me to close this door, 
and open another. “ 

— Cara West 


“I define my time in college as a growing ex- 
perience socially and academically The vari- 
ous classes, friends, and events attended helped 
me to grow into a very open minded and well- 
rounded woman. These lessons and experi- 
ences I will always remember and be thankful 
for. God bless my classmates. I wish all of you 
much happiness.” 

— Odessa Davis 



Odessa Davis 
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If These Walls Could Talk 


Marie McGiUycuddy* 

The College of New Rochelle is an academic 
institution that prepares younger and older 
adults for the opportunity to develop their 
skills so they can have the ability to achieve 
more in life. Academic institutions where 
learning is prominent is what our college is 
about. There is one small factor that the ma- 
jority of students handle, in which they mis- 
takenly blame the academic institution for. 
This is called social inequity. In simpler terms, 
it is gossip, a.k.a. immaturity. Isn’t college sup- 
posed to be a mature environment? It is, but 
only if you choose to make it so. 

In my four years attending CNR, I have seen 
it all and avoided most of it. What is the “it”? 
If you look on campus you’ll see three types of 
people. The first are the ones who are just too 
busy and seem to be rushing from class to work 
to family life and do not have even a second to 
talk to anyone else. The second type is very 
similar to the first. They are the ones that do 
all of the same things as the first type but they 
also socialize within the CNR community The 
third are the ones that tend to forget where 
their classes are located, or say to their profes- 
sors that, “my computer ate my disk.” These 
people are also the ones who do not have to 
work or have any outside responsibilities aside 
from CNR. These are the ones that are very 
kind to you but once you turn your 
back.. .forget about it, you are no longer an 
object of importance to them. You become a 
memory, a story that usually become distorted 
and rearranged... you become a piece of gos- 
sip. No doubt about it.. .college is hard. Start- 
ing college is the easiest part, but finishing it 
seems to be a dead end in a four-way intersec- 


tion. In my fours years of going to school at 
CNR, I have learned to hate it and adore it. I 
have learned to appreciate my peers, young and 
old. 

Every day, as I walk a step closer to the finish 
line, graduation, I have another reason to smile. 
The majority of students at CNR are from 
working-class families with little to offer their 
children who are going to school. I look at a 
woman who is in her late 30s, who has two 
children, works full time and is attending CNR 
as often as she can in order to receive her de- 
gree and pave a better path for her children as 
well as satisfying herself. 

I then look at a man, who has just come from 
working a 40-60 hour work week to attend 
weekend classes. You can see the pain and suf- 
fering in his eyes, but he is all smiles on cam- 
pus at 8 a.m. on Sunday morning because he is 
going to get to finish soon so that he doesn’t 
have to work more than 40 hours. 

I then look at a nursing student who arrives 
on campus at 2:30 p.m. from a long day of 
clinicals that started at 6:30 a.m. You can see 
through her the long days of studying and 
working in the ICU, where she sees death on a 
daily basis. 

I then see an average 18 to 21 year-old female 
walk out of the Mooney Center at 1 a.m. be- 
cause she had to finish putting up her art show. 
I like to smile at others even if I do not know 
who they are. I am proud of every single one 
because each is doing what others thought that 
they could not. 

There are many obstacles we have to experi- 
ence and face. Financial matters are usually the 
main ones. Sadly, the obstacle that is the most 
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frustrating to me is the intense social immatu- 
rity that many students bring with them from 
high school. This is mainly found within the 
students who live on campus. As if it wasn’t 
already hard enough to adjust to a new 
lifestyle. ..they are subjected to 
more. We all have heard rumors 
or have been victim of rumors. 

Rumors and gossip are pieces of 
life that you will experience no 
matter where or who you are. It 
is your choice to become a gos- 
siper, or just mind your own busi- 
ness and not fall victim to those 
petty immature words that 
pessimists love to thrive on. 

This past year has been the 
most, in my four years of col- 
lege experience that I have 
come in contact with rumors 
and gossip. I participated in 
The Vagina Monologues, not to 
counter Props and Paint, but 
to actually have the privilege 
to say that I helped promote 
awareness on the topic of 
brutality against women. I did not attend The 
Women to prove to anyone there are hard feel- 
ings. I attended The Women because I wanted 
to support my peers and co-workers for the 
wonderful job done. 

I do not say hello or smile to you because I 
have to. I say hello and smile at you because I 
mean it because I honor each individual for 
having the strength to continue their educa- 
tion. I do not call you or see you because I am 


mad or am talking about you or believe what 
anyone else has said about you. I do not call or 
see you because, I have papers to write— I have 
jobs— I am sick— I have family issues— or I need 
to have personal time for myself. 

I am you and you are me and 
together, we represent a college 
community that can be even 
stronger than it already is if we 
support each other and have 
the will to do what we are sup- 
posed to be doing. What is 
that? That will is being studi- 
ous, supporting each other, be- 
ing kind to one another 
and being there for one an- 
other. If times get hard and 
you just cannot seem to 
break loose of the rumors 
or gossip just remember 
that mother in her 30s who 
is finishing her degree af- 
ter fifteen years. Remem- 
ber that man who has just 
worked a 60 hour week and 
is up at 8 a.m. in the morn- 
ing on Sunday Remember those who are strong 
enough to focus on the rest of their lives.. .after 
all when you finish college you will have com- 
pleted the second chapter in your book. ..there 
are plenty more chapters to live through. 

“God grant me the serenity to change the 
things I can, to accept the things I can’t, and 
the wisdom to know the difference.” (Serenity 
Prayer) 

* Marie McGillycuddy, a Non-Honors Student, 
submitted her work to the pages of Femmes d ’Esprit . 



God grant me the 
serenity to change the 
things I can, to accept the 
things I can’t, and the 
wisdom to know the 
difference.” 

clipart: remembrance.sugarbane.com 
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Living With Uncertainty 


Dr. Dennis Ryan 

We all crave certainty. We 
like to know “for sure.” We 
need this for a sense of basic 
security. Sure, we enjoy some 
excitement, some novelty, 
some mystery, but we need 
some fundamental stability, 
some certainty 

Taoist writers describe a 
wise person as one who rec- 
ognizes and accepts the fun- 
damental uncertainty of life, 
that we can never know what 
will happen to us next. Bud- 
dhists remind us that the 
craving for certainty is the 
source of our unhappiness, 
our existential frustration. 

Events like the destruction 
of the Twin Towers or the war 
with Iraq are opportunities to 
realize this. Sometimes the 
events are less global. For ex- 
ample, Marie McGillycuddy 
and her three companions 
were confronted with this as 
they rounded a curve on the 
Henry Hudson Parkway and 
were hit head on by a speed- 
ing car going the wrong way. 
Private Jessica Lynch faced 
this when her supply convoy 
was ambushed one night in 
Iraq and she was shot and 
taken prisoner. Then there 
are the uncertainties all 


people face about their finan- 
cial security, their success, 
their health, their relation- 
ships, when and where and 
how they will die. 

Usually we look for ways to 
distract us from this unpleas- 
ant feeling, this unease. We 
over eat, we smoke, we drink 
to excess, we overwork, we 
seek refuge in sex. The feel- 
ing of uncertainty, however, 
remains. Often we look for 
ways to make our life secure, 
to feel less uncertain. We buy 
insurance; we buy guns; we 
avoid dangerous neighbor- 
hood; we retire early to live in 
gated communities with pri- 
vate security forces. 

Jesus told a story about one 
such person, a man who had 
carefully planned out his life 
and had arrived at a point in 
his career that he had saved 
enough so he could stop 
working and begin to enjoy 
retirement. That night, just as 
his plans were working out, he 
died in his sleep. We can 
never be certain. 

The Jewish story of Job tells 
of a good man who suffers ter- 
rible misfortunes. His friends 
think they know how to pre- 
vent such misfortunes and 


why they occur. “You must 
have sinned and God is pun- 
ishing you,” they tell him. Job, 
however, knows that he has 
not sinned. He is frustrated 
and calls out to God to ex- 
plain why this is happening to 
him. God does not give him 
an answer. Job must live on 
without understanding; he 
must live on with uncertainty 

Different religious tradi- 
tions tell us we have two op- 
tions. We can open ourselves 
to these uncertainties and rec- 
ognize that they not only af- 
fect us but all our fellow hu- 
mans of whatever race, reli- 
gion, or nationality Or we can 
close ourselves down to focus 
only on ourselves and maybe 
a few others whom we need 
in an attempt to gain a sense 
of security, a sense of cer- 
tainty 

Life demands we be coura- 
geous in the face of uncer- 
tainty, not in a way that hard- 
ens our hearts, closing us off 
from others. Such a viewpoint 
sees others only as threats to 
some imaginary security. 
Rather we are called to open 
our hearts to all our sisters 
and brothers, realizing that 
they are challenged with un- 

Continued on page 25 
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Liberation for Whom? 

The United States War in Iraq 

Dr. Andrew Darien 


President George Bush’s March declaration 
that “the liberation of Iraq had begun” was a 
curious pronouncement for attentive Ameri- 
can citizens and the world community to di- 
gest. The Bush Administration’s adamance in 
prosecuting this war and its inability to con- 
vince the international community of the grav- 
ity of Saddam’s chemical, biological, and 
nuclear aspirations led to a new rhetorical jus- 
tification for invasion. After months of height- 
ening fears about Iraq’s weapons of mass de- 
struction, support for terrorism, and its con- 
comitant menace to national and international 
security, President Bush and Secretary of State 
Colin Powell shifted their rationale and de- 
clared war on behalf of the Iraqi people. 

This war, they now suggested, entailed a 
higher purpose-the emancipation of Iraqi citi- 
zens from the oppressive dictatorship of 
Saddam Hussein. If the world community 
would not accept the administration’s claims 
that Saddam’s threat to international security 
was a pretext for war, then surely it could agree 
that regime change would benefit the Iraqi 
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people Even the most obstinate apologists 
could not deny the evils that Saddam had 
wreaked upon Iraqi Kurds and Shiites, as well 
as his Iranian and Kuwait neighbors. 

Shifting focus from American security to the 
promise of freedom from 

oppression for these Muslim peoples was an 
impressive rhetorical move. 

Although a significant number of observers 
were, and continue to be, heartened by the 
prospect of a free and democratic Iraq liber- 
ated from Saddam’s regime, many question the 
Bush administration’s ulterior motives and 
plans for postwar reconstruction. If the war 
had been prosecuted only for international se- 
curity in general, and protection of Americans 
in particular, then what stake does the United 
States have in building Iraqi democracy with 
American tax dollars now that the threat has 
been removed? Other skeptics rightfully ask 
why the United States endured great risks to 
remove Saddam when equally brutal dictators 
lurk-often with a wink or support from the 
United States-in Latin America, Africa, and 
Asia. 

North Korean President Kim II Jung, for 
example, brutally oppresses his own citizens 
while defying international law by pursuing a 
nuclear weapons program. Some cynical ob- 
servers suggest that the real motive is neither 
security nor liberation, but access to the riches 
of Iraqi oil. Thus, Americans are left to won- 
der, why are we in Iraq, and is there any reality 
to the rhetoric of liberation? 

The truth is that the United States has pur- 
sued military action in Iraq for a combination 
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of all of these reasons: national security, inter- 
national stability, economic self interest, and 
the extension of democracy to the Muslim 
world. Of these goals, it is sad that democratic 
freedom for Iraqis likely occupies the 
administration’s lowest priority For this presi- 
dent, national self interest trumps all other 
considerations. It is fortuitous for the war ef- 
fort that the elimination of a threat to the 
United States’s political, security, and material 
goals entails the eradication of a dictator who 
has perpetrated untold atrocities upon his own 
citizens. Nations that seek to pursue their self 
interest by waging war are well served by top- 
pling especially despicable tyrants. The ques- 
tion remains, now that Americans’ self inter- 
est has been served, what will be become of 
Iraqi liberation? 

Even though the Bush Administration used 
Iraqi freedom as a pretext to serve American 
interest, hope lies in the prospect that it will 
be trapped by its own rhetoric. United States 
history is rife with examples of its lofty ideals 
failing to square with sobering realities, but 
part of this nation’s genius is the way in which 
its those ideals have inspired historical actors 
to compel the nation to deliver on its demo- 
cratic promise. The very founding of the 
United States was predicated upon the libera- 
tion of the American people from British op- 
pression and the Jeffersonian notion of men’s 
inherent equality Yet the reality was that the 
Constitution excluded enslaved blacks, Indi- 
ans, poor white men, and all women-more than 
ninety percent of the population — from citi- 
zenship. 

Over time, however, each of these groups 
hammered home the ideals of the Declaration 


of Independence to include themselves in the 
freedom it proclaimed on their behalf. 
Wealthy, white men did not relinquish that 
power easily, but when confronted with their 
own ideals they were left with little choice but 
to embrace freedom for others or to stain their 
entire project as a sham. 

When Abraham Lincoln called upon 
northerners-many of whom were themselves 
racist — to risk their lives for the liberation of 
black Southerners, he was shrewd enough to 
appeal to their self interest of union and eco- 
nomic and political control over their South- 
ern brethren. Yet, during the Civil War, as 
black citizens joined the fight for their own 
freedom, white Northerners began to under- 
stand that their cause had a higher purpose. 
Many Union soldiers who began the war as ei- 
ther indifferent or hostile to black citizenship, 
ended it with a sense of vindication in their 
role as liberators. Likewise, I suspect that 
many soldiers serving in Iraq may not under- 
stand the potentially noble political dimension 
of their fighting. Surely George Bush is no 
Abraham Lincoln cloaking Iraqi liberation in 
the guise of self interest. The contrary seems 
to be true. But if Iraq is not abandoned and 
the United States can deliver on its promise of 
a free and peaceful nation, then George Bush 
will be able to lay genuine claim to his nation’s 
great heritage. But if Bush keeps his eye on 
American material interest while turning his 
back on reconstruction, then U.S. legitimacy 
will suffer greatly. The liberation of Iraq and 
American ideals will be seen as a sham. The 
ghosts ofjefferson and Lincoln are calling. Let 
us hope that someone is listening. 
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Life After Whatever 

Continued from page n 

of us here at CNR who would argue the merits 
of the civil rights awakening of the sixties and 
seventies, or the pride that can be taken in a less 
racist nation. Why then are the lessons of those 
decades abandoned so enthusiastically? Our fear 
for the suddenly uncertain future makes life a 
little mean, in all senses of the word. Freedom 
and security are now in opposition to each other. 
And deconstruction is dead, so no splitting that 
atom. 

But please don’t let me stretch the analogy to 
the point of breaking. The new editor oi Femmes 
was in The Vagina Monologues (and The Women , a 
CNR Drama production that also took as its 
theme the role of sexuality in the definition of 
woman and featured several members of the 
Honors Program working very hard to bring the 
life and faith of art to the stage when the curtain 
rose). The new editor of Femmes is an indepen- 
dent, critical thinker, as were both of the former 
editors. Critical thinking means curious, inves- 
tigatory, never-resting thinking, doesn’t it? This 
is a way of being in the world that as a function 
of College Mission and program objectives, CNR 
is sworn to encourage. 

The new editor has already run into trouble 
on campus for raising topics others wish she 
hadn’t. Maybe that’s a good thing. Also a good 
thing is the new board, whose members, like 
the new Director and the faculty in general, will 
no doubt concern themselves with finding a way 
for students to set their own educational goals, 
and accomplish them. 

I will think about these folks, and the new hon- 
ors freshmen, and the increasingly dynamic de- 
bate over values in the School of Arts and Sci- 
ences and the College, as I take a drive or two to 



New Jersey this summer. I use the same tunnel 
Tony Soprano takes in the opening credits, the 
Lincoln (who was Lincoln? What was his big 
idea about, freedom for slaves or the health of 
the Union? Can an idea be only about one thing?) 
Tony or no Tony, I don’t dig the tunnel. It’s dark 
and narrow; you have to stay in your lane. If its 
walls should crumble the river will fill it and those 
of us inside will be trapped in a conveyance — a 
means to an end — turned confine, turned cof- 
fin — just the end. No, I like the light, the choice, 
if there is something to fear let’s at least get a 
look at it. I’ll be just like Tony, as the music plays: 

Woke up this morning... 

Ah, ah, ah ah... 

One begins to understand why the libertarian 
feels as she does. When I get out of the tunnel 
I can urge my wheezing Camry right to 
Weehawken, or straight on to the Turnpike. 
Heck, if my gas tank is full I might make the 
cranberry bogs by noon. 

My friends, the road is turning, and those of us 
staying will keep the work you did here alive. But 
for goodness sakes, go on. Try the highway, the 
leafy path; find a new frontier because we are 
waiting desperately on a good idea that pertains 
to something other than the cell phone. But do 
call; send back word. Give us something to think 
about. 

Be proud of what you’ve done under the CNR 
name, a name that will always be part of you, as 
will the values the name represents, however 
those values do or do not develop over the years. 
That is what it will mean to be an alumna. It 
won’t be bad. It’s a sunny day Go into the light. 
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The Honors Program pre- 
sented the 18th Annual Honors 
Conference Day on Thursday, 
April 24th in the Student Cam- 
pus Center, Room C from 1 
p.m. to 4 p.m. Cara West ‘03 
organized the event. 

The conference showcased 
the work of Honors students 
from the 2002-2003 academic 
year. All the students in this year’s conference were 
members of Honors Colloquium: Women and Law, a 
two-semester course taught by Dr. Roblyn Rawlins. The 
first half of the course provided a platform for the in- 
dependent study work each student did in the spring 
semester under the guidance of a faculty mentor. 

Law., as defined through the presentations, is a form 
of patriarchal practices that unjustly paralyze a woman’s 
way of living. The presentations challenged these “laws” 
and engaged the audience in colorful debates on the 
topics at hand. 

The Conference was a great success. The Honors 
Program looks to the 19th Annual Honors Conference 

Day for new presenters 
and topics in a new field 
of study: America in 
World. 
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Presenters 


- Sarah Bixler ‘03 The BalancingAct: Women in Science (Men- 


tor: Dr. Lynn Petrullo) 



- Laura Cook ‘03 Censorship at the College of New Rochelle 
(Mentor: Professor Michael Grabowski) 


- Richelle Fiore ‘04 Father May I: Understanding the ‘Law 
of the Father’ in the Writing of Sylvia Plath and Philip Roth 
(Mentor: Dr. Cynthia Kraman) 


- Kerri Hellwig ‘05 Vagina Friendly College of New Roch- 


elle ? (Mentor: Dr. Nancy Gonchar) 

- Ria Morrison ‘03 Entrepreneurship and Women (Mentor: 
Dr. Russell Taylor) 



- Jennifer Pinheiro ‘04 The Religious Effects of Law in An- t.% / 


dent Rome (Mentor: Dr. Dennis Ryan) 

- Samantha Turano ‘05 Adoption Laws (Mentor: Dr. Daniel 
McCarthy) 

- Samantha Young ‘05 The Laws 
of Limitation (Mentor: Dr. Nick 
Smart) 
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The Judgement 


Samantha Young 


They had known by reputation the general 
perception of Lilimond. It was an old town 
with aged customs, aged people and aged be- 
liefs. People here never attempted childhood 
for fear of falling. It was not a place for such 
unlikely travelers as these, but it was the only 
haven from the rage of the tumultuous down- 
pour to which they were being subjected. 

The first place they encountered was a small, 
dingy shack located on the outskirts of the 
strikingly well lit town. As 
they walked up the path to his 
abode, the woman could not 
help notice the humility with 
which the yard had been ti- 
died. The grass had been 
shorn, as though done with 
scissors, to a neat length that, 
had it been on the head of any 
man, would require no trim- 
ming. The moss that threat- 
ened nearly all the stone 
walkways had been nearly 
discouraged, save the corners that skirted the 
lawn. The house itself was in such a decom- 
posed condition one almost suspected it had 
survived the flood. The juxtaposition of the 
house and the lawn affected upon the weary 
travelers a sense of the surreal that was too la- 
borious to be entirely dismissed. 

The woman, with a sense of obligation, ner- 
vously and timidly knocked on the thick door. 
Her feeble taps issued such a sound of response 
from the deteriorating home that the woman 
and her charge, a malnourished girl of 12, jolted 
back from the roar. The man who answered 
was equally disheartening. His face wore a 


countenance of suspicion and fear that was 
only related through the half an inch he allowed 
himself to greet these strangers. It was rare for 
a vagabond to pass through Lilimond, and rarer 
still for a woman and child to be at his door at 
such unholy hours. “To be of no concern for 
you, good sir, I wish only to be directed to an 
inn within the town.” 

He pointed rancidly and muttered a few 
words of direction before abruptly slamming 
the door only to escape, unno- 
ticed, from the back. The 
woman and child humbly 
strode down the path to their 
fate. 

In the Fireside Tavern the 
men who had sat for centuries 
remained reservedly on their 
stools, telling the same stories 
that had been told in this repu- 
table inn for even longer than 
the town had been named. 
These men shared their gal- 
lantry in all areas, never excluding some tact- 
ful manipulations on each event. Near the dis- 
tinguished fireplace sat the esteemed mayor 
and constables, who proved their potency by 
proudly announcing the number of mugs of 
mead digested without complaint. At this hour, 
many of these respectable fellows were slightly 
intoxicated, their stories growing in grandeur 
as the mugs wore on. 

It was to this inn the man had directed the 
travelers and it was this inn to which the man 
hastened. He had sent the unsuspecting on a 
slightly longer route than the one he had em- 
ployed and he thusly arrived at the inn nearly 
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ten minutes before the somber party was due. 

The man nearly burst in the doorway, star- 
tling the less sober members of the society 
from their chairs. This was sufficient for only 
a moment of muffled laughter, the serious de- 
meanor of the known man jarring all charac- 
ters to a near halt. 

“It was she, it was she! The woman I saw in 
my dreams of late that I talked to thee of. She 
is en route, with her devil child!” 

His declaration caused several of the inhab- 
itants to offer rebuttal, the woman could surely 
not be a figure of his imagination, since she 
was most perceptibly real. Certainly the weak 
light of his dwellings coupled with the drizzle, 
altering his perception of her. 

“No, this is she. If we do not do something 
we shall all suffer. And so shall her poor, tainted 
youth.” 

At the possibility of a child’s suffering the 
few disputers were silenced and a plan of ac- 
tion was thence decided. At precisely the mo- 
ment of action the woman descended into the 
den with her child in the hopes of refuge from 
the torment of the storm. Her desires were met 
by the half drunk magistrates accusing her of 
devilry and roughly handing she and her daugh- 
ter back into the storm. 

A carriage was duly brought as the woman 
clutched her child amidst the court. The 
woman was sentenced to be burnt, but the sug- 
gestion of a hanging due to the storm was 
readily accepted. The child was to be drowned 
to prevent any further grievances she may cause 
suffering. This course of action was dutifully 
complied with by several of the elders of the 
town council and the unfortunate woman and 


her child were escorted to their fates. 

The child was first discharged with all of the 
ceremony of a person of eight times her size, 
holding her head, blonde curls and all, under 
the currents of the swiftly moving black river. 
Until this time the woman had made very few 
efforts to escape, but the torture of losing her 
child was unbearable. 

“Certainly I cannot endure this suffering!” 
she cried as the winds reflected her injustice 
with a wayward wail. The child’s lifeless body 
was systematically anchored with a selection 
of stones from the bank of the river and the 
party progressed onward. 

The woman was nearly transparent when 
lifted, for wont of stability, to the platform of 
her fate. Her complexion, noticed by the 
crowd, was a bother to them for fear of her 
perishing before her demons were exorcised. 

Quickly, the men secured a rope around a 
branch of the tree and the unused end around 
her delicate neck. The group lowered their 
heads in an inaudible prayer to evict the causes 
of their mania. The woman, bound and faint, 
offered no resistance except for imperceptible 
murmurs heard only by her god. As the men 
hoisted her off of her stage the sky emitted a 
crack of thunder taken as the approval of the 
villager’s deity. Once inert, her corpse was 
taken to her daughter’s dank tomb and ceremo- 
niously tied to the dark stones similar to the 
ones that littered the step of the accuser’s 
home. The memory of she the only thing re- 
maining, the men separated for the evening, 
content in their glorious vengeance for the first 
man’s curse. 
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Baby Kingdoms 

Richelle Fiore 


I know you only 

In the documentation of your short, 
Captured life. 

Those rosy cheeks and flashing 
Blue eyes. 

The fat rolls mark 

The prosperity of your 

Consciousness. "You wave 

At the lens with the glint of recognition 

Trapped outside the ability 

To squawk in communication. It is only 

In the silence of azure 

You speak to me. 


Lying on your back, 

Kicking to escape — 

But what is your captivity? 

Is it the inherit knowledge 
Of what you and I will become? 

It is not of age, relation, or love 
But of the old dance of sex we have yet 
To delete from our dance cards. 

In the blue and green lamb clothing 
You laugh and clap now, movement 
Twined with audibility. What is next will be 
The effort to trap and capture the speech you 
Hunt for. 

In the crevice of my heart, I loved 
You before we met. 


Wrapped in two sets of arms 
Soft and burly hold you tight 
I wonder which mirrow you 
Will view. 

Me finally through. 

Bristles 

Amy Perry 


I’ll never be as good as her 
Now my Brush and hesitantly, my pen are 
more skilled 

But I will not be better then she never was 
She, a flash, a sound, a moment 
So soft, unknowing what had grazed 
her path 

Regret, wanting, wishing, 

That I had taken it, shackled, tethered 
it to her 

She let it go, so peacefully 
Now I alone am left to dwell in her 
unfulfilled potential. 



photo: L. Wiltshire 
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Re-Hydration 

Continued from page 7 
does not trickle down the sides 
of the slender fingers, does not 
run down the forearm. Its ab- 
sorbed. The liquid is saturated, 
moistening the cracked veins, 
refilling the heart. 


Waters consumed. Liquid boiling 
through internal systems, regenera- 
tion of sustaining juices. Consis- 
tency is strengthened, substance is 
given. Filled to capacity we drown 
internally, reborn into one another. 


Uncertainty 

Continued from page 16 

certainty just as we are. We 
are all in this together. 

The Bible frequently ad- 
monishes us to harden not our 
hearts. When we open our 
hearts to the struggles of oth- 
ers, this realization of our 
oneness in this human life 
softens our hearts and trans- 
forms them. 

Christians believe that God 
so loved the world of humans 
that God “humbled himself” 
as Paul put it, and became 
human in Jesus. Thus God 
could truly be one with hu- 
mans and really know what it 
is like to live with such uncer- 
tainty. 

According to this way of 
understanding, when we open 
ourselves in compassion to all 
our sisters and brothers in our 
common struggle with the 
uncertainties of life, we not 
only become one with them 
but also with God. 

This is a transcending expe- 
rience. We get beyond our 
limited ego. We don’t see the 
self as an isolated self, but we 
see ourselves as part of the 
world. It is not just loving a 
particular “neighbor” as our 
self, but rather the whole 
world. And this transformed 
perspective will get you be- 
yond the uncertainties you 
have for yourself. 


Holiday Party History 



The 2002 Honors Holiday Celebration organized by the Honors 
Freshmen in mid-December of 2002. The freshmen decorated and 
cooked for the event. Honors Sophomores, Juniors, and Seniors 
attended the celebration as well as Honors faculty. Pictured above: 
(counter clockwise from bottom left) Shirley DelValle, Lacy-Ann 
Landell, Kathryn Tyranski, Tara Devlin, Rebecca Coates, Betsy 
Skrip, Rebana Rinky, Cassandra Tavares, Giau Nyguyen, Esther 
Careulus, and Cindy Bastien. photo: s. Young 
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Remembering 



Left to Right: Sharon Matthie ‘03, Judith Jeremie ‘03, Ria Morrison ‘03, it 
Laura Wiltshire ‘03 in Gettysburg PA at the NE-NCHC Conference. 


photo: J. Pinheiro 


Left to Right: Laura 
Wiltshire ‘03, 

Samantha Young ‘03, 
Kathryn Tyranski ‘06, 
it Jennifer Pinheiro ‘04 
at the Great Salt Lake 
in Utah. 

photo: K. Tyranski collection 




Left to Right: 
Alana Ruptak ‘03, 
Emily Williams ‘03, 
Maria Gonzalez ‘03, 
and Amy Perry ‘03 
at the Honors 
Conference ‘03. 

photo: K. Tyranski 
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Celebrating Strawfest 




Right: Jennifer 
Pinheiro ‘04 and 
Judith Jeremie ‘05 
working the Straw- 
berry Smoothie Booth. 




Above: Ruth Santiago ‘06 
working the Strawberry 
Shortcake Booth. 


Above: Emily Williams ' 0 $ and 
Kathryn Tyranski ‘06 pose after getting 
their faces painted. 

photo: R. Fiore 


Left: Sarah Bixler ‘03 works 
the Face Painting Booth. 



Above: Rehana Rinky ‘06 
works the scoops ice cream at 
the Strawberry Shortcake 
Booth with a fellow fresh- 
man. 

photos on this page: K. Tyranski 
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Still 

We have seen the new night 
The skies at daylight 
The turning of the tide 
The soldiers fight 
The brisk fresh air 
The daWsojfair 
Cloudy skies 
Nervous eyes 
Sunny days . 
Powetfrl rays 


The April rain 
The fear of pain 

ii MT 

ill a baby smiles 
Hmples and all 
child plays 
And laughter echoes 
JfWeJallinlove 
Forever in a lucky few 
Ay ear has passed 
We smile still 
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